
214 MAY. 

About this modest little flower we find every thing 
that is beautiful ; no tinsel, — no flaunting gaiety,— 
no starry port, — no obtrusion upon our notice, but 
on the contrary we see in it reserve, purity, sweet- 
ness, retirement, delicacy of form and gracefulness. 
Percival writes, 

“ I had found out a sweet green spot. 

Where a lily blooming fair 
The din of the city disturb’d it not, 

But the spirit that shades the quiet cot 
With its wings of love was there. 

“ I found the Lily’s bloom. 

When the day was dark and chill, 

It seemed like a star in the misty gloom. 

And it sent abroad a soft perfume. 

Which is floating round me still. 

“ I sat by the Lily’s bell. 

And watch’d it many a day 
The leaves that rose in a flowing swell, 

Grew faint and dim, then droop’d and fell. 

And the flower had flown away. 

“ I look’d where the leaves were laid, 

In withering paleness by. 

And as gloomy thoughts stole on me, said. 

There is many a sweet and blooming maid 
“ Who will soon as dimly die.’* 

Our poets combine to sing the praises of this 
little gem. Barton alludes to it thus, 

“And ye, whose lowlier pride 
In sweet seclusion seem to sink from view. 
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You of the Valley named, no longer hide, 

Your blossoms meet to twine the brow of purest bride.’’ 

Prior, Milton, Keats, Leigh Hunt, and many 
others, speak of it with affection, Bishop Manfc 
says, 

“ Fair flower, that lapp’d in lonely glade. 

Dost hide beneath the green wood shade. 

Than whom the vernal gale 
None fairer makes, on bank or spray, 

Our England’s Lily of the May, 

Our Lily of the vale.” 

Pages of choice poetry could thus be selected 
upon this sweet favorite. Mrs. Hemans notices it 
thus : 

“ See bending to the gentle gale. 

The modest Lily of the Vale ; 

Hid in its leaf of tender green, 

Mark its soft and humble mien. 

Thus sometimes merit blooms retired. 

By genius, taste, and fancy fired, 

And thus ’tis oft the wanderer’s lot 
To rove to merit’s peaceful cot. 

As I have found the Lily sweet. 

That blossoms in this wild retreat.” 

It is almost impossible to expend a moment’s 
thought upon the Lily without recurring to that 
memorable passage in the sacred volume, “ Con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they grow ! they 
toil not, neither do they spin ; and yet I say unto 


